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CHAPTEE I. 

'* Ah» then I think on my boyhood'8 day» 
When hope was brightiy glowing, 
And all my prospects were fair and gay, 
And the tide of success was flowing.*' 

About fifty miles from London^ and twelve from 
Chichester^ stånds the ancient borough of Midharst^ 
celebrated for the salubrity of the air and the longevity 
of its inhabitants. Mrs. Blachford and her daughter 
Maria accepted an invitation to stay for a week at 
the house of an old friend^ within a mile of Cowdray^ 
which is situated in a valley to the eastward of the 
town of Midhurst. This magnificent domain of 
Gowdray Park was formerly the seat of Anthony 
Brown, Viscount Montague^ K.6., who died in the 
year 1592. The mansion, which was richly adorned 
with paintings, together with the furniture, was 

B 
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2 FREDERICK 60RD0N ; 

destroyed by fire in the year 1793. Nearly at the 
same time the noble owner^ Lord Montague^ was 
drowned in the Rhine^ while rashly venturing to sail 
down the cataracts of Schaffhausen. 

It is singular that the fire left the boudoir un- 
touched : there^ even now, the harp, music^ letters^ 
papers^ books^ all remain^ as evidence of the luxuries 
of a lady's room. The stairs to this boudoir were 
partly burnt down; and the sight-seer had to 
scramble up a dangerous ascent a few years ago. 
The present noble owner had the stairs taken down^ 
so that there is no longer admittance to the room ; 
hut the pensive day-dreamer often lingers beneath 
the open lattice window^ and listens to the melan- 
choly wail which passes forth on the summer breeze^ 
as it strikes the ohörds of the harp^ and makes them 
vibrate sweetly, but sadly^ through the ruins. 

The romantie legend^ the fatality attached to the 
family of Montague^ the sombre and majestic woods^ 
all combined to attract Maria Blachford ; and day 
after day, accompanied by her faithful Newfoundland 
dog, King, she came to explore this relic of the 
past, from the sloping bank of the river ; and as she 
saw the masses of masonry that still remained, she 
could not but meditate upon the vanity of human 
hopes, the fruitlessness of earthly ambition, and of 
that craving for fame and immortality, which, even 
while coveted, is known to be a bubble. 

There, before her, stood one of the most aris- 
tocratie mansions of one of the most noble famiUes 
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OR, THE STORMINO OF THE REDAN. 3 

in England; and she traced the succession of owners^ 
in all their variety of characters^ tempers^ and qualir 
ties, and yet they had no power to prevent the de- 
structive element^ which swept away from off the 
eärth that majestic home of a long line of ancestors^ 
the architecture of a grand and creative mind^ the 
paintings of genius. *^ No I" thought Mana Blach- 
ford, " when we look around us, we may well ask, 
Are not man's works frail as himself? For he is 
but grass^ and the flower of grass that withereth 
away/' 



" Another mom, another even, 

The sun has risen and set, 
And night hath bound the brow of heaven 

With jewelled coronet. 
Thou, too, art passing ; seek not sorrow, 

Tread not the world*s ways ; 
The path that leads to heaven's to^morrow 

Is full of— yesterdays." 

Near the gates of Cowdray Park there is a 
grammar-school of some celebrity, founded by 6il- 
bert Hauman in 1672. In the year 1840 there 
was a young boy at this school, nephew of a Miss 
Gordon, the friend of Mrs. Blachford. His father 
resided at Winchester, and his uncle was a distin- 
guished officer in the Hon. East India Company^s 
service. 

Frederick Gordon was a plain, brave, clear-headed, 
true-hearted boy; he was the superior of other boys 

Digitized by Google 



4 FREDBKICK OOBDON; 

older than himself in the same class^ and Fred kept 
the lead. He was a boy of deep religions feeling^ of 
unflinching rectitade, slow to anger^ and even at this 
early age manifested that stoical ooolness and calm- 
ness of intellect^ that self-possessed moral courage 
and presence of mind^ so peculiarly characteristic of 
an Englishman. 

June is 8ummer's jubilee. On every side of Cow- 
dray the birds were singing ; the wallflower waved 
luxuriously över the rnin^ the bee and the bntterfly 
vied with each other in their rapid flight from 
blossom to . blossom, the sungleam illuminated the 
ivied chapel^ as Mrs. Blachford and Maria leisurely 
strolled throngh the park. They stood for a moment 
to admire the herd of deer which were feeding on 
the green slope close by the chestnut avenue. 

" Yes," murmnred Maria, *' Cowdray and its re- 
coUections ought to be duly illustrated/' 

The two ladies walked slowly up the pathway 
leading to the gate, which opened on the high road; 
and immediately opposite to this entrance stood the 
Bchool. 

Maria Blachford was not a beauty, bnt her face, 
glowing with intelligence and animation^ vividly ex- 
pressing every passing change of thonght, from 
girlish gaiety to pensive contemplation,— her spark- 
ling dark eye and rich dark hair,— her graceful atti- 
tudes and gestures, which were never commonplace, 
— all harmonised to give her an air of romantic in- 
terest, delightful and fascinating to the feelings of 
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OR^ THE STOBMINO OF THE BEDAN. 5 

childhood. She was such a being as the young 
child delights to cling to and love. Althoagh a girl 
of cultivated taste and glowing imagination, Maria 
Blachford walked and moved throagh our own every- 
day world as one in it, but not of it. 

Maria resembled ber father, long since dead, in 
great natural sagacity of mind, but she possessed a 
quick sense of the ridiculous in life, manners, and 
character ; and she looked upon the world to see it 
as it was — far off in the distance ; and she tumed 
gladly from its coarse realities to her own pleasant 
country home, her village dependants, her flocks and 
berds, the woods, the birds, the few loved neighbours 
and friends within visiting distance. General society 
she bad never been introduced to, and nothing could 
be more distasteful to her than the remote possibility 
that her lot should ever be cast in the mingled circle 
of a town society, or even in a suburban retreat near 
a large town. She infinitely preferred a humble 
home in a roadside hamlet. 

Thus passed her early youth. Since then, Maria 
Blachford bas gone through a '' baptism of suffer- 
ing.^' She frequently recaUs the ^^green spöts ^' 
which she loved from earliest childhood. The stern 
realities of life have overclouded the sunshine of 
youth^s hopeful happiness, but the bright hours she 
passed at Cowdray, and the visits to Lavington, can 
never be forgotten. 

Mrs. Blachford and Maria crossed the high road, 
and knocked at the door of the grammar-school. 
b2 
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6 FBEDEBICK GOKDON ; 

They asked if Master Gordon was in the school^ and 
they waited a moment or two while the servant went 
to ascertain where the young student was. 

Fred came to the door^ and Maria was charmad 
with the open^ guileless, sturdy^ hearty-looking boy ; 
a small straw hat gracefully shading a brow which 
bore the impress of an innocent heart within. 

"You look the picture of health^ Freddy," re* 
marked Mrs. Blachford ; '*! think your aunt will be 
qaite pleased when I tell her of your rosy cheeks. 
Can you ask permission to come with me in the 
carriage ? We are going up to Bexley Hill/' 

Permission was quickly granted by the Rev. 

. : he made a point of winning the a£Fections of 

his pupils. He has since gone to his rest^ but his 
memory will ever be dear to the recollection of his 
pupils. He was a good Fastor^ a sincere worker in 
training and teaching^ and his reward will no doubt 
be found on high ; he was in the prime of manhood 
when cut off suddenly by an insidious disease. 

Around Midhurst are some of the most beautiful 
views to be found in England; few travellers ever 
seek them out, because no pen has yet described 
them, and no railway runs within twelve or fifteen 
miles. From Bexley Hill the scene surpasses in ex- 
tent and magnificence any to be met with in the 
south of England. From the summit the eye can 
wander över the extent of four counties — Kent, 
Surrey, Hants, and Sussex. Beueath the hill^ which 
is of a conical form, are fertile corn fields, cottages, 
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OR, THB STORMINO OF THE itfEDAN. 7 

and a large expanse of water. Here and there is a 
distant spire pointing upwards through the woods. 
From different parts of the hill are to be seen entirely 
different views of country. 

Mrs. Blachford, Maria, and Freddy Oordon rested 
on the slope of the hill, and gave utterance to the 
intense feeling of admiration as they gazed upon the 
Bcene. 

'' Do you think a painter could do justice to that 
view 1" asked Fred. 

'* None but a first-rate artist could attempt it, and 
even he would fail to transmit those varying sun- 
gleams and that lovely scene. Oh, what a beautiful 
world we inhabiti There are some spöts, of the 
beauty of which neither pen nor pencil can convey 
to the mind an adequate conception. To be remem- 
bered or appreciated, Bexley Hill must be seen," 
replied Maria. 

" Have you walked through S. Ann's Wood, called 
the ' Close Walks/ Miss Blachford ? That is a very 
singular place. Queen Anne lunched there, and the 
trees meet över head in an oetagon form, round and 
round, for a mile/' 

" Yes, Fred ; I have been too frequent a visitor to 
Cowdray not to have seen every inch of ground in 
the park/' 

"Do you know the legend of S. Ann's Wood ?'* 
asked Fred. 

" No 1 What is it ?" 

"The old people round the neighbourhood si^ 
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8 b FREDERICK OORDON; 

that^ long ago^ one of the Lord Montagues killed in a 
duel^ fought in a momentary fit of anger^ the chap- ~ 
lain of the family^ a Boman Catholic Friest^ and that 
the Montagues then joined the Ghurch of England ; 
and ever since that period a fatality has attended the 
heirs male^ one after the other — they all died sud- 
denly^ by some unforeseen accident. The last heirs 
were drowned at Bognor ; and the prophetic warning 
attached to the domain^ and spöken^ it is believed^ 
by the spectre of that Priest in S. Ann'8 Wood, — 
which is of course ealled * haunted/ — is this, that 
death would take off all the heirs^ and the domain 
pass from the Browns^ Lord Montague^s descend- 
ants^ until they once more become members of the 
Church of Bome^ when this magnificent park will 
again come into their possession." 

^ ■ You must take care, Freddy, and not give heed 
to these legends of the past, or you will become su- 
perstitious/' 

*^ No fear of that, Mrs. Blachford. Do you not 
believe that there is some remarkable fatality about 
Cowdray? The mansion was burnt down on a 
Friday, the day of the week on which the duel was 
fought ; Lord Montague was drowned on a Friday ; 
and they say the young Mr. Poyntzs, the last male 
heirs, were drowned on a Friday. Mr. Poyntz 
married a Miss Brown, heiress to Cowdray Park, and 
these were his only sons. The daughters, celebrated 
for their beauty, were also to haf e gone in the boat 
wiith their brothers ; but the music master coming 
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OR^ THE STOBMING OF THE REDAN. 9 

at the hour appointed for the excursion, they were 
left at home. Before that music lesson was finished, 
the boat had overturned^ almost within sight of the 
agonised mother, and her noble boys were drowned. 
But the old people say, though the park has passed 
away for a time into the hands of the stranger, 
owing to the co-heiresses being married, and not 
wishing to retain possession, yet that, eventualty, it 
will come back again to the son of the Marquis of 
Exeter/' 

'* Ah, Fred, this is a lesson to us all, if we could but 
read it aright — the evil effect of anger ; momentary 
passion overcoming good sense, and bringing a train 
of evil consequences to the innocent heirs of that 
cruel Lord Montague,'' said Mrs. Blachford. 

"Well, Fred, I am sufficiently superstitious to 
believe that our evil actions bring swift retribution, 
and that the judgment for the morder of a Friest 
has led to this continued fatality to the heirs ever 
since> Ålas ! if a sin like this overtook the innocent 
so swiftly, where will so great a criine as murder 
meet that Lord Montague \" 

'^ Did you ever meet with or hear of the lines 
which Mr. Foyntz wrote on the name of Brown, 
when he was engaged to marry the heiress of Lord 
Montague ? 

** When I was young and débonnair. 
To me the brownest girl was fair ; 
But now I am older, wiser grown. 
To me the fairest girl is — ^Brown." 
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10 FREDEBICK OOBDONj 

Mrs. Blachford and Maria exchanged glances as 
Fred recited the above verses ; they could not resist 
a smile as they watched the little sturdy fellow 
elearly giving his narration and comments on Cow- 
dray. Maria^ looking at him^ said^ 

" Freddy, what profession have you selected ? I 
think ,you look suited for the army : you would make 
an admirable soldier/' 

" I have not given it a thought/' replied Freddy. 

^^Then it is time you should begin to do so^ 
Master Fred, for you are thirteen years of age. Now 
recollect, I tell you, that you must be an officer, and 
enter the same regiment as my brother.'' 

Fred Gordon smiled and said, " I will think 
about it/' 

And then Mrs. Blachford suggested a return 
homewards. The carriage soon stopped at the 
school gates, where, giving Fred a kindly shake of 
the hand, and promising to report favourably of him 
to his aunt, the two ladies både farewell to him and 
Midhurst. 
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CHAPTBR II. 

** Now, Truth, perform thine office ; waft aside 
The curtain drawn by prejttdice and pride, 
Paulus love of Christ, and steadiness unbribed, 
Were copied dose in him, and well transcribed. 
He foUowed Paul ; his zeal a kindred flame, 
His apostolic charity the same.*' 

The snow had fallen heavUy for several days at 
Stoney Vale^ the scene was cheerless^ the trees leaf» 
less^ the cattle housed ; there was nothing to relieve 
the monotony of the village. At Marchmont^ the 
little robin^ with his bright eye glancing up at the 
window^ seemed to ask Maria for his erumb of bread. 
It was the early part of December^ the sun had not 
shone through the dark leaden cloud for many days^ 
the wind howled bitterly cold from the north-east. 

The Beverend Cecil Graeme left Oxford by train 
for his new Rectory of Stoney Vale. Mrs. Blach'' 
ford^ who had been a personal friend of his mother^s^ 
sent her pony phaeton to meet him^ but he had 
over-shot by about ten miles the station she had 
named as being the nearest to Marchmont, and 
there was nothing else for him to do but quietly 
take a place in a heavy^ lumbering vehicle called a 
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12 PKEDBUICK gobdon; 

fly^ and go back those ten mUes^ occupying more 
time than the hours passed in travelling from Oxford 
down by train to the station at Ecclehurst. 

Cecil arrived at Marchmont about seven o^clock 
in the evening^ and after the first salatations and 
greetings were över and the group retumed to the 
drawing-room after dinner^ he asked Mrs. Blachford 
to give him fall particulars as to the present aspect 
of affairs in the parish. The unsatisfactory acconnt 
he received made him resolve to exert his power to 
the very utmost to alter the entire system. More 
able writers have discussed the subject eloquently, 
but this village and this pastor are a sketch from life. 

Maria Blachford laughingly told Mr. Graeme that 
the churchwardens had nearly emptied the chorch 
by the exclusive system of reserved pews ; and as 
their friends generally had the preference of choice, 
the dissatisfaction consequent npon this unjust mode 
of acting had sent several respectable families from 
the parish church to the Methodist meeting house. 
'^ So you will find a very small congregation in a 
boilding calculated to hold an immense number of 
persons. Ah ! Mr. Graeme/' she added^ in a thrill- 
ing voice^ '^ when will you give us the open seats of 
carved oak^ with no exclusive distinction in the 
House of God ? For who can deny the evil attend- 
ing the system of the high^ boxed-up pews^ where 
many of the congregation assume the lounging pos- 
ture; and^ only too often, enveloped in luxurious 
oushions^ recline themselves comfortably in a corner^ 
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OB^ THB STOBMINO OP THE BEDAN. 13 

and never bend the knee in humble prayer ? Some 
mrill whisper^ some laugh^ some yawn^ some impa- 
tiently look at their watch to ascertain how long the 
sermon bas been, and how soon it will be finished. 
This apathy in religion is very sad^ nor can it exist 
where the low open sittings prevent the possibility 
of lounging^ and where every one can be observed 
by the Clergyman.'* 

'^ You wiU find Maria rather disposed to be elo- 
quent on this sabject^ Mr. Graeme, for she bas bad 
a terrible battle to fight with one of the church- 
wardens, who tried to exchange onr pew for one 
which Maria did not like^ and he acted unadvisedly^ 
for he bad a soldier's daughter to deal with/' 

" And did you gain the victory. Miss Blachford 1" 
asked the Fastor. 

'^Oh, no I indeed I have not; there is a sort of 
armistice between ns for the present. You have just 
arrived in time to help me to rout the enemy and 
gain back the pew he took from us.'' 

" I have nothing to do with the pews^ that rests 
entirely with the churchwardens/' replied Cecfl. 

" Then I must call upon you to bring up a reserve 
force^ and aid me when the moment arrives for final 
victory." 

"That I will do willingly, Miss Blachford." 

"Thaoks. Now one of the chief evils of this 

pew system is this^ Mr. Oraeme: where are the 

poor thrust in church ? If not exactly out of the 

door^ almost the same thing^ to the very threshold 

c 
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14 FBEDEBICK OORDON ; 

of God'8 House. And the stranger : do any pre- 
sent open the pew door to the ständer in the aisle ? 
A few Snndays ago two strangers were deliberately 
tumed ont of a pew by a lady, who firowned so 
fiercely, that they very quietly walked down the 
aisle and left the church altogether. And so it 
will be : will the merchant admit the tradesman^ or 
the tradesman the mechanic? this narrow-minded 
distinction is nowhere so observable as in our vil- 
läge. So you will have much to encounter, Mr. 
Graeme/' 

Mrs. Blachford then spöke of his travels, and 
asked him whether he purposed to reside at the 
Bectory Honse^ which required entire renovation^ or 
to reboild the Vicarage. 

" In my sober judgment, Mrs. Blachford^ I do 
not estimate the uses of foreign travel very highly; 
for £ am so thoroughly convinced that the world is 
'wieked and ronnd/ that I shall not be at the 
trouble any more of sailing or riding round it. 
Man and nature may be studied in England with 
endless profit^ and it is from these considerations^ 
and a slight love of ease^ that travelling has ceased 
to have any charms for me" 

'^When you were a boy, Cecil, and a youth at 
college^ you used to shrink from sights of wretched- 
ness^ and death-beds; your mother thought you 
were not calculated for so trying a lifé as that of a 
parish priest^ you had too sensitive a temperament^ 
and gentle a heart, to witness scenes of grief or to go 
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OR^ THE STOBMING OF THE REDAN. 15 

through the duty attending death, or a sufficiently 
strong constitution to stånd uncovered in the in- 
cleiuent season of winter to go through the burial 
Bervice/' 

^^ Ah, Mrs. Blachford^ my mother was sadly careful 
of me^ but she was in error; my heart is in the work of 
my Master. It is not with me as she fancied. No, 
the care of men^s souls is still a hallowed thing ; it is 
with no feeling of exultation, but with humility, that 
I try to win the hearts of men to the true faith* 
Ålas ! Mrs. Blachford, it is with sorrow that I hear 
of men who, without reflection, rally to pull down 
the standard of the Gross, and thus disgrace the 
cause of religion by such acts.^^ 

The tone and manner in which these few words 
were uttered, so plaintive and so melancholy, thrilled 
the heart of Maria Blachford. 

" Oh ! Mr. Graeme/^ she uttered, in words re- 
solute and enthusiastic, " mighty in its mysterious 
power över the multitude is that voice, which issu- 
ing warm from the heart, speaks to men from the 
pulpit, telling them that they have duties, and they 
must be taught to discharge them, and speaks sin- 
cerely, fervently of religion, of virtue, and obedience. 
Oh, if it does indeed come firom the heart, it cannot 
fail to reach the hearts of others ; and those religious 
sentiments, which, though they sleep in many are 
dead in none, will quicken into life and vigour : men 
will leam that they have immortal souls, and they 
will cease to be ignorant.'^ 
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16 PREDEBtCK GOBDON; 

Maria thought within herself, " He will do good 
here; he is just the person this parish wants/' 

Tea was over^ and they were sitting near a large 
and brilliant fire ; there was an air of comfort in the 
Toom which almost reconciled Maria to the coldness 
of the season^ yet she was an ardent lover of san* 
shine and warmth. 

As the thiee friends sat conversing över the merits 
of a most thrilling and interesting book^ recently 
pnblished by a lady^ the servant entered the room 
and asked Miss Blachford to speak one word with 
her : in a moment Maria stood in the hall. 

" Can you come över to Master Grant^s with me, 
Miss Maria ? I fear Mary is very ill ; the old man 
eame jnst now, and said if it had not been so eold 
he would wish you to speak a few words of comfort 
to Mary, it seems so cruel her husband will not sit 
np with her, but makes the poor old man sit up ; 
and she takes on dreadfuUy, they say, which adds to 
her illness/' 

In less than five minutes Maria Blachford and 
her maid servant, Ellen, were standing at the cottage 
door. Maria knocked: the old man called out, 
" Come in/' and when he saw Maria, " Oh ! Miss 
Blachford, I did not know who it was, or I would 
not have spöken so roughly/' 

And the old man arose from his chair, and Tom, 
the son, rose also. He was always gentle and re- 
spectful in his manner to Maria, though rough to 
cvery one else. 
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OR^ THE STOBMINO OF THE REDAN. 17 

" Can I see Mary — can I go up stairs — is her hus- 
band with her V^ asked Maria. 

" Her husband has not been near her all day/^ 
answered Tom^ " and he insisted that father should 
sit up to-night again, as he had no work by day to 
attend to; hut. Miss Blachford, I will tell the real 
truth, and that is, John Fem has just broken the 
heart of Mary, nothing else is thé matter with her. 
I sat up the night before last and she cried the 
whole night long : she held my hand and said, ^ Oh, 
Tom, if T could have known that man's character I 
would never have been his wife; I wish you had 
stopped the marriage.^ So I just told her not to 
fret över it now, what was done could not be helped, 
that I knew it was of no use to give advice to a 
woman, for somehow they just rush headlong into 
marrying, quite blind to the consequences ; so I told 
her not to fret, that as long as I had a shilling in 
the world I would give it to father to buy what she 
wished for.^' 

'^ That is very kind of you, Tom, and I hope you 
.will not scruple to send över to Ellen for any thing 
Mary may require that mamma can give her. Has 
the doctor seen her V^ 

" Yes, he came this aftemoon, and he says there 
is no hope, the cold has tumed to inflammation, and 
that her fretting, for she does fret dreadful at the 
thought of leaving father all alone, the doctor says 
will hästen her death.'* 

The apparently heartless Tom, whose uncoutb 
c2 
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mannen to the village maidens gained him the 
epithet of " the bear/' was here quite overcome^ and 
saying to Maria as the sobs from his manly heart 
almost suffocated him, ** I cannot help it, indeed I 
cannot,'' he fell into a passionate weeping, as if the 
stout heart must break ; it would not bend beneath 
the weight of sorrow. 

Maria Blachford was at this moment summoned 
npstairs, and she entered the room of the sufferer. 
In a neat; dean chamber, was a four-post bedstead, 
where sapported by pillows was the sufferer, a large 
blister had just been applied to her chest. 

^' I am very sorry, Mary, to find you so ill, I hope 
this cold will soon pass away ; you must not fret. 
No, indeed, I cannot allow fretting, or I must leave 
you at once. You will undo all that the doctor haa 
done, and by fretting add to the fever and give 
strength to the inflammation/^ 

" Oh, Miss Blachford, it is so härd upon me to 
see poor father sit up night after night in this cold 
weather, his poor old hands benumbed with the cold; 
and Tom, oh, he has been so kind, so unlike him- 
self, so good, so thoughtful/' 

'' I have heard every thing, Mary, and I wish I 
could see John, perhaps I might influence him, he 
cannot know you are so ill ; some men fancy women 
complain for every trifle so needlessly. Mary, I 
have often observed, that where we expect kindness 
we are often disappointed, and where we have no 
right to expect kindness it comes forth at oncé : it 
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is bard to know men^s real characters, until trial 
calls forth their good or evil qualities. Ålas I Mary^ 
if we were only injured by tbose wbom we injure, 
wbat an easy patb would lie stretcbed before us in 
life/' 

Mary tben told Maria all ber sorrows^ sbe opened 
ber beart fully into confidence, and found relief and 
a twofold strengtb^ and wben Maria left ber tbere 
were no tears visible, and sbe promised to smile 
wben Jobn came to see ber. Maria was to ask Mr. 
Oraeme to call early iu tbe moming^ tbis was Mary^s 
anxious wisb. 
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CHAPTER III. 

** When this weary world is past, 

Happy they, whose spirits soaring, 
Väst etemity exploring, 

Meet again in beayen at last.*' 

When John came home^ be saw Maria standing on 
the threshold of the cottage^ and passed on to the 
wood-house^ sheltering himself from observation until 
Miss Blachford bad gone bome. He bad no wish 
to encounter Maria at tbat moment^ or ber maid 
Ellen. Wben be entered tbe cottage^ be leisurely 
asked tbe aged fatber bow Mary was, and taking 
out bis pipe, sat down in tbe cbimney comer. 

Old Grant watcbed bim for a moment^ and tben 
told bim " be tbougbt, before be smoked tbe ^bacco^ 
be bad better just go and speak a few words of 
comfort to tbe wife ; for^ poor soul, sbe was in sad 
troable since tbe doctor told ber sbe would die.*' 

" Tbe doctor said sbe would die, did be V and 
Jobn started up. 

" y es, Jobn, tbe doctor said Mary was not to be 
long witb US ; and, do you know, my beart is almost 
broken. Many a time witbin tbe last montb, when 
I bave gone to rest, I have wisbed ne^er to waken 
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again; but yet^ wfaen I do waken^ and know that 
Mary wants me^ I get up and begin again^ and 
think no more about it all day.'' 

John hastily pushed aside the cbair, and went up 
Btairs : be found the nurse watching ber. 

'* Jobn, go in quietly, sbe is in great pain; the 
blister bas bad no effect^ and if it failed^ the doctor 
said Mary could not live över Sunday : so do be 
very calm when sbe speaks to you — sbe is qaite 
sensible/' 

" How is tbis, Mary ? no one ever told me that 
you were so ill/' 

'' No, because no one knew that I was so ill, until 
the doctor saw me tbis aftemoon. I wisb to speak 
to you, John : poor old father ! you will not tum 
him ont of doors ? Be kind to father, John, and I 
forgive you all my own wrongs/' 

" I have no rigbt to tum your father out of doors, 
Mary ; the cottage is bis. It is I that must tum 
out. It was an unlucky day for you, Mary, that I 
asked you to marry me, for I was not suited to 
•make d good husband to any girl ; and now I have 
killed you by continued beartlessness and unkind- 
ness/' 

'' It was inipossible, John, for a girl brougbt up 
as I have been, witb so good a father, not to feel 
your constant bad habits must end in misery to 
botb of US. I am tbankful to think that I am taken 
away before there are any children to leave. Poor 
father I Tom must take care of him/' 

Digitized by VjOOQ le 



22 FRBDERICK OORDON ; 

The hasband did not leave the side of the couch 
on which rested bis dying wife tbat nigbt; and as 
be beard tbe beart-rending cough^ — sure token of 
coming deatb^ — be was a steadier man than be bad 
been for years. A bardened beart be possessed; 
but tbe gentle words of bis dying Mary^ so free 
from reproacb or blame^ bad touebed tbe rock^ and 
out poored tbe waters of affection. Wben too late, 
be felt tbat be loved bis wife. 

Tbe next day ber sufferings were dreadful. Tbe 
rapidity of tbe disease was marvelloos. Tbe extreme 
current of cold nortb-easterly wind, wbicb bad 
brougbt on tbe attack^ was aecelerated now by an 
intense frost ; and tbe snow-storm bowling tbroagh 
tbe trees added to tbe violence of tbe cougb. 

On Sunday moming Jobn walked över to a dis- 
tant village to get some medicine from tbe parish 
doctor to allay tbe cougb. Tbe wind bad ceased; 
tbe brigbt sun was sbining tbrougb tbe lattiee 
window; tbe villagers were going up tbe poplar 
avenue to Gburcb. Mary felt better ; sbe bad tbe 
curtains opened^ tbat sbe migbt see tbe passers by, 
Tbe fatber and Tom were in tbe room witb ber ; 
tbe nurse bad gone bome to put on ber Sunday 
dress. 

'^Fatber/' said Mary, '^bow I wisb tbat I could 
go to Gburcb ! Tom^ promise me tbat you will 
always go to Gburcb.^' 

" Yes, Mary, I promise you tbat I will regularly 
attend tbe Gburcb.'' 
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*' Father^ do you know, John took up mj little 
Bible last night^ and read some beautiful words to 
me out of Job. Oh ! there was so much comfort to 
me in listening to him. He read how Job knew 
that he would see his Sedeemer; and why may 
not I V 

'^ True^ Mary ; you have bad great mercies lately. 
John is now a comfort to us all. And that good 
Pastor — how blessed it was to see Mrs. Blachford 
and ber daughter kneel at yoar coucb^ and receive 
the Sacrament, with me and Tom beside you^ from 
his hands I Ah I a good Clergyman^ who feels 
a sympathy for us poor folk^ is invaluable in a 
parish.*' 

"Tom !" suddenly exclaimed the sister, "lift me 
np, my brother — quick — quick V^ 

Tom Ufted Mary gently^ and the position gave 
her ease. 

" Thank you, Tom. Where is my father ? Give 
me your hand, father. Oh ! if I could only see 
Mr. Graeme, just to assure me that I shall not be 
cast out, I should feel happy, father. God is mer- 
ciful, even to a sinner unworthy and poor as I am. 
Tom, what is this ? — such a sudden darkness — all 
dark !'' 

Holding the hand of her father, and leaning her 
head on the shoulder of Tom, she sank to her rest. 
Deep was the sorrow of that uncultivated and un- 
couth brother; never was grief more fervent or 
sincere. 
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The poor old man was broken-hearted^ and great 
was the shock of the husband when he retnmed and 
found his wife a corpse. 

'^ And I was absent when she died — ^not oneword 
of forgiveness/' 

'^ Yes^ John^'' said the broken yoice of the brother 
Tom, " Mary talked of you to the very last, and 
said you had read words from her little Bible which 
gave her comfort : she forgave you, John^ as I do 
now." 

The poor fellow seized the hand of the widowed 
mourner, who silently pressed the rough hand 
offered to him; and then he sought the retreat of 
the wood>house, where he could give full scope to 
his grief . 

After a little while the old father came hurriedly 
down the stairs. He was lame usually, but now he 
walked so fast, that his excitement startled Tom. 

'^ Tom, there is no wedding-ring on the finger of 
Mary : where is her ring ? what can have become 
of it?" 

" She took it off this moming, father, and gave it 
to John before he went to the doctor. I know not 
what her meaning could be, unless it was a con- 
sciousness that she was dying, and gave it to him as 
a memorial of her." 

Before the Sunday came round again, Maria 
Blachford saw the funeral procession of village 
mourners pass through the poplar avenue on its way 
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to the churcbyard. Ås it passed along through the 
dark, leafless trees and the sparkling snow^ it seemed 
to vanish out of sight ; here and there appearing as 
the trees admitted it to view : it was gone : it im- 
printed deep and solemn truths on the heart of 
Maria Blachford. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" Brighty as his manly sire, the son shall be 
In form and sonl/' 

The Christinas holidays of 1840 arrived^ and Fred 
Gordon retumed home to his father's house at 
Winchester. 

After breakfast one moming, a few days after his 
arrival, Mr. Gordon was sitting in an easy chair close 
by the fire^ and suddenly putting down the paper^ he 
said to his wife^ ^^ I am at a loss to know what can 
have possessed Freddy, my dear Ellen; he has gone 
to S. James^s Terrace every moming at parade hour, 
and stånds watching the regiment as attentively as 
possible. I assure you his face beamed with intel- 
ligence. How or when this scarlet fever came on I 
know not, but it is my confident opinion that Freddy * 

is at this moment possessed with a mania for the 
army/' 

'' Heaven forbid, my dear William ; you have nei- 
ther money nor interest to secure his advancement/' 

'' No, that I certainly have not. Perhaps I have 
delayed too long in setting his thooghts in a right ^ 
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direction ; he mast think of something dse, it can- 
not be the army/' 

While the father was thus deciding the future 
prospects of his son, Fred Gordon was busy in the 
library going tbrough a mimic drill, and the boy 
thus reasoned with himself» 

" My father must consent, no other path is open 
to me. If I can procure a commission, he may liye 
to see his son a general, my name may yet figure in 
the despatches ! Well, I shall work härd at school, 
gain some more prizes, and then put on my red coat 
and endeavour to gain laurels in the field. Oh, that 
I could equal Welhngton I'' And the boy caught 
np a small bronze medallion containing a list of the 
hero^s victories from 1810 to the closing one in 
1815. « Yes I^' thought Fred, " Miss Blachford is 
right, I must be an officer, and I shall get my com- 
mission and join the regiment in which her brother 
is major. I had better tell my decision to papa.^^ 

The manly boy left the library and entered the 
breakfast room, where he found his father. 

''Fapa, I have come to tell you that I have 
decided upon being an officer; I shall never like 
any thing half so well as the profession of arms." 

'^ I have expected to hear this confession. Master 
Fred, and will you be so good as to tell me the 
truth ; who has put the idea of entering the army 
into your head ? I hope you have not been speak- 
ing to any of the soldiers during your visit to the 
parade every moming ?*' 
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The round, good-humoured face of the boy red- 
dened into a raddier glow^ as he said, " No ! indeed^ 
papa^ you must not be angry with me, I have spöken 
to no soldier at the barrack^ I have only been watch- 
ing the regiment on parade; I promised Miss Blach- 
ford that I shoald think about it, she told me that I 
was just suited to be an officer, and that I was just 
like a little soldier, and I am to go into her brother^s 
regiment/' 

" Upon my word, Master Fred, you appear to 
have lost no time as to your future eareer. And so 
Maria Blachford has decided that you will suit a 
regimental eareer under the major, and you have 
settled it all without asking my consent/' 

" A soldier ! Oh, Fred, think what vicissitudes 
a soldier^B life entails,'' said Mrs. Gordon. 

'^ Yes, mother, but our means are limited ; I can 
go to college, let me reap honour for myself. I will 
be a soldier/' 

Mrs. Gordon gazed on this her only and loved 
boy, as he thus at the early age of thirteen gave proof 
of powerful feeling; and she thought even the hard- 
working eareer of a curate preferable to the precarious 
eareer of a soldier. " Well, Fred, we can think of it/' 

Mr. Gordon smiled and said, " 1 think your best 
plan, Fred, under the circumstances, will be to write 
to your Aunt Gordon and tell her your decision, and 
ask her to request Miss Blachford to get you an 
ensigncy, for I suspect nothing else will satisfy you/' 

" Oh, thank you, dear papa ; I shall write such 
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a nice letter to Auntie^ and tell her jäst what you 
say^ I am sure Miss Blachford can do it/^ 

" Do what, my boy ?'* asked Mr. Gordon. 

"Gret me into her brother Major Blachford^s 
regiment/^ 

"Freddy, my boy,^^ said the father, as his eye 
moistened, " I hope and trast yoa will always be 
as honest- hearted, straightforward and truthful, and 
as religions in principle, when you are a man, as you 
are now. 60, write your letter, and I will enclose 
it for you to your aunt/' 

Freddy wrote his letter, took it to his papa to 
read, who with a serious and impressive manner 
entirely approved of the contents. 

" My dear Auntie, 

" Papa says I am to write and tell you, that I 
have decided upon being a soldier ; will you drive 
över to Marchmont and see Miss Blachford, and ask 
her how I am to get my commission, and how I am 
to join her brother^s regiment. Flease tell her * I 
have thought about it,^ and nothing else will satisfy ' 
me. Write soon, dear Auntie, for I am very anxious 
to know what she will say, and 

" Believe me your loving nephew, 

"Fred Gordon.^' 

The letter was sealed and posted, and the days 
were counted until a reply could be expected from 
his aunt, Miss Gordon. 
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A more amiable or agreeable person than Miss 
Gordon could be, when she liked, can scarcely be 
imagined. There was a link of sympathy between 
her and Maria Blachford ; both cared little for the 
world, and neither formed her estimate of character 
from the outward look, or dress, or equipage of 
those around them. There was no similarity of 
mind between Miss Gk)rdon and Maria, and yet 
there was an attractive influence which united them 
in friendship. 

When Miss Gordon received the letter from her 
nephew, she drove över to Marchmont and entered 
the drawing-room of Mrs. Blachford, some irresistible 
mirth beaming throngh her snnny smile. 

'^ Maria Blachford, what have yon done V* 

^' Me T' cried Maria, half frightened at she knew 
not what ; " me ! I have done nothing." 

^^Nothingl do you call this nothing? Read 
Fredas letter, and then tell me if you have done 
nothing ; recoUect the words of the poet — 

'' Then deem it not an idle thing 
A pleasant word to spe&k ; 
The face you wear, the thoughts you bring, 
A heart may heal or break.'* 

Maria could not resist a smile as she read aloud 
to her mampia the letter written by Fred to his 
aunt. 

^'Indeed, I did not think, dear Miss Gordon, 
that your nephew would give so much thought to 
the little word uttered by me that day at Bexley 
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Hill^ he only smiled and said^ ' I will think about 
it/ He has evidently a firmness of decision and a 
deepness of tboaght^ which never fails to achieve 
greatness. You will have cause to be proud of 
your nephew, Fred Gordon/' 

" Yea, Maria, Freddy is a good boy, and his fa- 
ther has trained him up in true religion ; you would 
not believe the strength of principle he evinces in 
trifles, and this proves character in a child ; he is so 
truthful^ and it is quite delightful to hear him talk 
upon some sabjects with his father. But what is to 
be done ? Can we get the commission by purchase^ 
if the money is lodged at the agents, and will you 
write and ask Major Blachford what I am to do, 
for my brother William is so indolent, that on no 
accountwhatever would he goto the Horse Ouards/' 

'^Then go yourself, Miss Gordon/' said Mrs. 
Blachford ; " I will give you a letter of introduction 

to Lord F S , and he will set your mind 

at rest/' 

Miss Gordon, whose energy of purpose was be« 
yond all praise, and who possessed a most fascinat- 
ing manner, with no small share of common.sense, 
went to London, sought and obtained an interview 
with his Lordship at the Horse Guards, whose cour- 
teous manner to all, and judicious system of not 
creatmg false hope, cannot be too highly praised 
or admired. The interview was brief : Miss Gordon 
obtained the promise of a commission ; and a me- 
morandum was written by an Aide-de-Camp, to the 
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effect that Fred Gordon shotdd be appointed to the 
regiment in which Henry Blachford was senior 
Major. 

Meantime Fred day by day visited the barrack 
square at Winchester, and listened with intense de- 
light to the band : the officer^ mounted on his grey 
charger^ he saw^ and noted the various evolutions of 
the soldiers^ whom this officer commanded. It was 
a spirit-stirring scene^ and kindled the imagination 
of Fred to fancy a scene of fature glory^ when he 
also should command a regiment^ and put the men 
through their exercise. Who coold tell, perhaps a 
brilliant fiiture awaited him : it might be his destiny 
to lead his regiment into battle, or to do some glo- 
rious deed^ achieve honour and renown, and equal 
Wellington. These thoughts were often uppermost 
in the mind of Fred. 

Three years passed away ; and at length the name 
of Frederick Gordon appeared in the " Gazette*' as 
an Ensign^ appointed to Major Blachford^s regiment^ 
at that time quartered at Antigua. 
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CHAPTER V. 

" That is truQ happiness below, 
Which ooDscience cannot tum to woe ; 
And though such happiness depends 
Neither on clouds« nor days, nor friends.** 

Fbedebick Gordon was ordered to join the service 
companies of his regiment^ at Antigua. He was 
not a young man who entered into friendship with 
the officers who were addicted to smokings drinkiDg^ 
pr gambling; consequently Fred^ who was scru* 
pulously observant of his father^s advice not to 
incur debt^ was pronounced by those of his own 
rank to be " a slow/^ '' a muff," while his senior 
officers spöke of him in the highest terms of praise. 

Fred was devoted to his profession, and took évery 
opportunity of pleasing his commanding officer. 
His untiring zeal, his unobtrusive manner^ his kind- 
ness to the soldiers in his company, was the theme 
pf praise in the barrack room. When on duty and 
visiting the hospital, Fred bad a kind word for every 
patient ; no dread of disease could detain him from 
the couch of the sufferer. He would sit down be- 
side one man, he would soften the pillow of another, 
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he would give a cooling tamarind to allay the parch- 
ing thirst of another^ and so on through his rounds 
of regimenta] duty ; his kind words would soothe 
and heal^ and by the soldiers of his regiment he was 
nniversally beloved. 

Thus passed the dreary monotony of service in 
the West Indies : while other officers felt langoid 
and depressed from ennui^ Fred Gordon was always 
active^ stronga and in good health.' 

Amongst j the subaltems who looked down upon 
Gordon, was a young man of fortune, who termed 
the goodness of principle in the young Winchester 
*' cit/^ " snobbishness/' This profligate young man 
was one of the most unprincipled officers in the 
regiment, his name was Gavendish. He told his 
companions that he was firmly convinced Gordon 
was a very good young man, but he wanted stamina^ 
energy, life, fun, frolic ; he could be no companion^ 
he neither sang well, nor smoked, nor dränk ; no, 
he was a muff ! Consequently the opinion of Lien- 
tenant Gavendish was confirmed by universal assent 
by the fast young men. 

Mr. Gavendish has not been the first, nor will he 
be the last, who has lived to repent of a hasty de- 
cision and misinterpretation of human nature. 

MiUtary men have great opportunities of seeing 
various shades in human character; but perhaps 
there is no test so severe upon worldly friendship as 
the awful scourge of yellow fever. It is a disease 
which spares no one who comes within the sphere of 
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its contagion ; but it most often singles ont for its 
yictims those thoughtless yoong men who indulge 
in luxuries, and will not be warned. 

The yellow fever seized Lieutenant Cavendish. 
He was dangerously ill. . Not one of bis boon 
companions would go near bim. Tbey were one 
and all afraid of tbe disease. Doctor Marsball bad 
never witnessed a worse case. Fred Grordon, wbo 
bad Bcarcely ever spöken to Mr. Cavendisb^ and sel- 
dom received tbe bonour of a nod of tbe bead wben 
passing eacb otber^ met tbe doctor^ and asked bow 
bis patient was getting on. 

'^ I never met witb a worse case, Mr. Gordon ; 
tbere is very little bope, yet perbaps a motber^s care 
migbt bring bim round : a soldier servant makes a 
roagb sort of nurse to a man like Gavendisb ; and 
in tbis climate a man wants nursing. His friends 
seem to bave left bim to bis fäte. It is tbe way of 
tbe world, Mr. Gordon ; tbe daplicity of men wbo 
breatbe bot and cold as interest guides tbem, is 
generally tested by tbe yellow fever. 

Frederick Gordon was an especial favourite of 
Doctor MarsbalPs, wbo never failed to report bis con- 
duct to tbe patients in tbe bospital to tbe Colonel in 
command. Tbe wortby Doctor would say, " You bave 
not a single officer in tbe regiment wbose beart beats 
so strong and in tbe rigbt direction as FredGordon^s/^ 

Tbe same evening tbat Fred bad spöken to tbe 
Doctor, be quietly proceeded to see Mr. Gavendisb ; 
and lentering tbe sick man^s room, who was at the 
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moment delirious^ moaning and calling for bis 
mother^ Fred poured out some of the cool lotiön^ 
and sitting down beside the coucb batbed tbe 
temples of the sufferer. For many suocesaive bours 
be moistened tbe parched lips^ and continued tbe 
use of the cooUng lotion^ until tbe moaning ceased : 
tbe patient was tranquil, and breatbed more freely. 

Doctor Marshall came into tbe room aboat three 
o^clock in the moming^ scarcely boping or expecting 
to see Mr. Cavendish alive. To bis astonishment 
be saw Fred sitting beside tbe patient^ and the 
Doctor^s first glance at the sick man proved tbe 
effect of judicious nursing. 

" He will live, Mr. Gordon ; it is your doing, you 
have saved his life. I hope it will be a lesson to 
tbe poor fellow ever after^ to be abie to discriminate 
and choose his friends with discretion/^ 

The unremitting efforts of Fred Gordon were 
crowned with success^ Mr. Cavendish recovered^ to 
the astonishment of every officer in tbe regiment. 
When the invalid first made his appearance on the 
parade^ leaning tenderly on tbe arm of Fred^ not 
an officer present could restrain a tear^ as they eacb^ 
one and all, grasped the hand of Fred, and said^ ''God 
bless you, Gordon, you are a noble-bearted fellow/' 

And thus quietly, unobtrusively, did Fred pursue 
his career, respected and beloved by every man in 
tbe regiment. In the year 1852, they received 
orders for England, and returned to Portsmouth 
early in the summer. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

" And thus is the vision of gloiy^s dream 
Emblazoned with blood and flame, 
And woands and death are the warrior'8 theme, 
And tbis is the boasted forne.'' 

In the month of July, in the memorable year of 1854, 
the British army was slowly advancing along the line 
of the lakes which stretch from Varna up to Devna^ 
for a distance of nearly twenty miles, which was 
thus occupied by the four divisions of the British 
army, at distances of about four miles apart, with 
their left resting on the erest of the hills which run 
at right angles to the lake, and their fronts extend- 
ing along the ridges and plateaux of those hills, 
with the face towards Shumla. 

On the 6th of July the troops receiyed orders to 
parade on the extensive plains near the camp, by 
eleven o^clock in the forenoon. Omar Facha left 
Varna early, and on arriving at Aladyn^ he found 
the division under the command of His Boyal High- 
ness the Duke of Gambridge, ready to receive him. 
In the most enthusiastic manner he expressed him- 
self in admiration of the magnificent appearance of 
the British Ouards and the Scotch Highlanders ; he 

£ 
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was particularty struck by the statare of the men^ 
and the Pacha is said to have declared, that with such 
infantry and cavalry^ in their present efficient state, 
as he reviewed that day^ England and France might 
bid defiance and conquer any other troops in the 
world. 

How traly have those brave fellows jnstified the 
opinion formed by the Pacha^ remains to be engraven 
on the page of history in the narratire of Alma^ In- 
kerman^ and Balaclara. The dauntless bravery^ the 
superhnman forbearance^ and the patience under the 
extremity of suffering of that one Scotch Highland 
regiment, so often mentioned in these pages^ has 
been beyond all human praise. The colours which 
were carried so nobly at the field of Waterloo, still 
waved triuniphant midst the nodding plumes. Ah ! 
brave Highlanders^ while friendship has a tear to 
shed^ it shall be shed for those noble soldiers^ whose 
graves lie around Varna, victims to a more deadly 
foe than even an enemy^s hullet ; and to those on 
Cathcart^sHill, where no beautifully adomed cemetery 
proelaims to the visitor *' Who lies here/^ May a 
generous enemy, now at peace with England, respect 
those graves, and tread softly över that sacred spöt. 

The day Omar Pacha visited and reviewed the 
troops, was one of those intensely warm and oppressive 
days peculiar to the East ; many of the officers and 
men towards evening felt premonitory symptoms of 
that awful disease, which was then making so fearful 
a havoc amongst the troops. Ålas ! as Harry Blach- 
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ford saw the speechless look of agony of a dying 
brother officer, he thought to himself, '* Of what 
value at this moment are the highest of earthly 
possessions 7 What a sad but instruetive lesson to 
those who covet fame, glory, and earthly distinc- 
tion I^^ And deep and fervent was the prayer he 
offered up, as he fell onhis knees by the couch of 
the sufferer. Ere the moming^s sun arose, the soul 
of that brother-officer had departed hence: and 
thus in a tent, in an eastem land, passed away the 
spirit of the young and hopeful seion of a noble 
family. But there were tears from manly eyea, as 
his sad fäte became known throughout the ranks 
of that advancing army. Long will his memory be 
cherished in England. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

** Yea, 'mid the annals of the All-seeing, 
Writ by His hand Whom saints obey, 
Stånds the brief storj of thy being, 
The deeds of— yestcrday." 

The history of the war will have abie historians to 
record its tragic and glorious eveuts. The battle of 
Alma, in which our regiment was engaged^ is the 
point at which this story is resumed. 

So fatiguing was the march of those brave troops^ 
that by three o^elock, p.m.^ on the 19th September^ 
1854^ a considerable portion of the soldiers had 
fallen out of the ranks. Some died of eholera on 
the line of march, victims to that dreadful scourge 
which they had brought from their beautiful, but 
pestilential camp, near Varna. The want of water 
was the chief privation of which they complained : 
the soldiers were glad to thrust their lips into the 
foetid mud of a half-dried morass^ to slake the fever 
of a marching thirst. 

Just at this time, and when the soldiers were 
about to bivooac, the sonnd of cannon boomed sul- 
lenly along the front. The Russians had been dis- 
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turbed by the advance of our army^ and appeared 
disposed to question our further progress. 

Memorable was the effect on the Englisb soldiers, 
who bad straggled or lingered behind. Those sbots 
were the first that most of them had ever heard^ as 
an earnest of coming battle. They immediately 
found their places again in the columns of the 
army, zealous at the very outset of what they 
imagined an opportunity of real and warlike dis- 
tinction. Lame men seemed lame no longer; the 
whole army was fall of preparation. Our troops 
bivouacked in the open air^ while the French edged 
off towards the sea, and all seemed full of prepa- 
ration. 

That night the soldiers speculated on the coming 
morrow. There could be no doubt as to the fäte of 
the expedition. It was plainly seen that they had 
now arrived at the point where they would have to 
force their march against a resolute adrersary de- 
fending his own ground : the youngest and most 
illiterate soldier in the ranks could understand this. 

At half-past eight on the morning of the 20th 
September the whole army was in movement. The 
Bussians had retreated^ and our onward march was 
resumed^ till, a little before one o^clock, the allied 
columns arrived at the village and river of Alma. 
On the opposite bank of the river^ and behind the 
village as well as in it^ the Bussians were visible in 
very great force. On the heights beyond the river 
they were intrenched. 

s2 
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The BussiaDB were sanguine that they should beat 
the indomitable British army and the gallant French. 
They defied any strengtb whicb France and England 
united oould bring to the assaolt ; and Prince Men- 
achikoff assured his Emperor that he undertook to 
hold the heights behind the river Alma^ oovering 
Sebastopol^ against the whole uniyerse in arms^ for 
six weeks at least. In the immortal battle which 
ensaed he maintained this vaunted ground for six 
hours only^ instead of six weeks ! Who can pre* 
snme to calculate on the after oonsequences, had the 
Bussians' boast been verified^ or if they had conquered 
the allied army ! 

But to resumé the story. The beginning of tbat 
memorable battle proeeeded^ as is well known^ from 
the sea ; and one of our steam ships opened a con- 
test of extremely long range with a Bussian battery 
on the shore. Our artillery soon joined in the ex- 
periment; and^ meantime^ Lord Baglan — peaoe to 
his soul ! — reeeived a communication from Marshal 
St. Amand^ that^ availing himself of the protection 
of the fleet^ he resolved to push forward his right 
wing so as to overlap the Bussian left, and^ by 
storming the heights from the back^ to render the 
whole Bussian position untenable. Meantime Lord 
Baglan was to occupy the Bussians energetically 
along their front and right. 

It is a remarkable circumstance that the enemy 
had neither anticipated this manceuvre^ nor seemed to 
have thought any serious attack possible upon the 
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redoubt by which they commanded the strip of low 
strand between their western wing and the sea. 

The Rossians never ^tended to dispute the 
northem bank of the Alma, or to defend the village. 
Their real position, in which they meant to make 
one invineible stånd, was on their own side of the 
brook, at the brow of a semicircular range of hills, 
on which a powerfol artillery was planted, and where 
earthworks of various kinds, and numerons skilfuUy 
placed redoubts, guarding each other, formed a 
virtual fortification of a most formidable kind. 

So certain were the Russians that they coidd re- 
pulse with ease the threatened attack, that it was 
credibly stated by the newspapers of the day that 
several ladies from Sebastopol were to have been ' 
present, on Prince MenschikofiTs special invitation, 
and were to have been accommodated with lofty 
seats, like the reserved places in some festive amphi- 
theatre. From these seats the ladies were to wit- 
ness the overthrow of the böld invadera — the French 
and English 1 

The Russians were forty-five thousand brave and 
resolute infantry — (for we concede due praise to 
their bravery) — an immense force of cavalry, of six 
thousand sabres and lances — and all in admirable 
condition. They were at home; they required no 
supplies ; they had had no previous march to fatigue 
or weaken their strength. No : they were ready to 
receive the foe in the full pride of a soldier^s 
strength. 
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The fire began : their artillery soon made havoc 
along our advancing division^ which spread to tbe 
left and right of the bornibg bouses of tbe village of 
Bouliouk^ leaning ratber to tbe outside of tbe Russiau 
lines^ witb a view of driving tbem against tbe Frencb. 

Tbe Frencb also were now preparing to advance 
acroBs tbe Alma^ wben tbat one grand cbarge, in 
wbicb a series of cbarges indeed may be said to bave 
been blended^ was executed by tbree divisions — tbe 
Ligbt Division^ tbe Seoond, in reserve^ and tbe 
Guards; by tbe Goldstream and Fasileer Gnards^ 
tbe 23rd Welsb Fusileers, tbe 95tb, tbe 33rd, tbe 
77tb, and tbe 88tb, or tbe Wild Irisb Boys, tbe 
*' Connaugbt Rangers/* tbe Grenadiers, &c. ; wbile 
our artillery^ wbicb was tbrougboat conducted witb 
vigour and admirable skill, endeavoured to cover tbe 
attack by tbe most spirited reply to tbe guns of tbe 
Russians. 

Reader^ realise to yourself tbe situation of tbe two 
allied armies : — tbe one arrayed against tbe strongest 
part of tbe lines of tbe enemy, and comparatively 
remote from tbe assistance of tbe sbips ; tbe otber, 
not only less exposed in tbese respects, but favoured 
by tbe resultsof tbe skilful flank movement wbicb 
bas been described. 

Tbe most casual reflection upon tbese differences 
of position and danger will prepare tbe reader for a 
mucb greater slaugbter in tbe Britisb tban in tbe 
Frencb ranks, and justifies tbe opinion afterwards 
expressed by Marsbal St. Arnaud. 
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Indeed, the maguificent and almost unparalleled 
advance of the Second Division^ the Light Division^ 
the Guards^ the Highlande»^ marching on^ as at 
Waterloo, in the advance, — ^ita brilliant and graceful 
costume, its waving plumes^ its noble and high- 
statured men, and its exploits performed on this day 
at Alma^ rank it amoDgst the foremost band for 
bravery and courage. 

When the Bassians had, under this attack, fairly 
abandoned the slopes of the hill, and, retiring to the 
summit, had taken shelter behind the batteries, and 
had re-opened fire at short and point-blank range 
with grape, there were moments, amidst the clouds 
of smoke, in which the red-coated lines, notwith- 
standing their impetuous advance, seemed to gain no 
ground, but to disappear before the iron storm. 

Here, then, came forward the dauntless and brave 
Sir Golin Campbell, shouting to his Highlanders to 
trust to their bayonets, and, as a personal favour to 
him, to fire no more until they were fairly within 
the batteries before them. The gallant 33rd were 
met by a tornado of canister. 

But each one — ^all the troops, with a fury that 
astounded the Bussians, roughly and hastily re- 
forming their gaps, pushed their way straight to the 
top, giving the Bussian artillery less and less time 
for each successive discharge, and swiftly chånging 
the aspect of combat, and the order of attack and re- 
sistance, -to a wild medley, composed of pursuer and 
pursued. The Bussian field-pieoes were, one by 
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one, hurried backwards; many of the driven es- 
caped^ the gunners were killed by hundreds. The 
Russian infantry^ receiving the deadly fire^ eaniiot 
be said to have anywhere^ in a mass^ awaited the 
rush of our now victorious^ but much diminished 
battalions, whom the Bussians pronounced after- 
wards to have been^ and fought, more like spirits 
clad in red than soldiers. The Bussian infantry 
evinced every inclination to avoid the test of this 
supreme coUision. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

" There^s not a child who listens, 
When their magic tale is told, 
Who does not know tfaey were but dreamsy 
Those radiant dreams of old.V 

The loss of the Allies was not 3,000 men. They, 
on the other hand, the very evening of the battle, or 
next morning, buried 4,000 Kussians ; and several 
piles of bodies, amounting to nearly as many, still 
awaited sepulture : while it is known that, owing to 
his preponderance in cavalry, the enemy carried away 
many of his wounded, perhaps even some of his dead. 
In short, for our 800 killed and 1,800 woanded, 
we oould compute fairly some 8,000 of the enemy 
alain and disabled for action. 

On the side of the British, the Light Division 
suffered, beyond all comparison, the most. Sir 
Qeorge Brown's conduet was equal to anything, and 
surpassed by nothing, ever yet witnessed on a field 
of battle. He carried safely his Herculean task with 
the Divine protection, and gained the honours of 
a triumph. That very zeal, which at times carried 
him almost beyond the limits of discretion, was 
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indispensable to gain his point: his courage was 
equal to every emergency. 



*' Then I thoaght on the fäte of tbe coming day, 
When the buming troops would engage ; 
How many brave spirits would pass away, 
'Mid slaughter and maddening råge : 

*' Hark 1 bark to tbe shout and tbe deatbful sbriek, 

Tbe clang of tbe ringing steel, 
Tbe bitter groan wben tbe beart-strings break, 

Tbe muskets' mordering peal I 
And see, where tbe glistening bayonets meet, 

Our banners are waving free : 
On ! on ! brave låds, for our foes retreat, 

Press forward to victory !" 

Captain Frederick Oordon had excfaanged into the 

second battalion of tbe R ^s^ and was present 

with his distinguishéd regiment in the summer of 
1855 before SebastopoL 

There are few spöts more calculated to impress 
one with the greatness of the contest of that fearful 
bombardment than the ground which separated the 
advaneed parallels and saps from the formidable 
works of the Russians. The ground was strewed 
with projectiles of every kind, — shot, shell, slugs, 
grape, grenades, and the like ; it was a spöt so pe- 
culiarly desolate, that it appeared to have been 
visited by some fearful tomado, and hailstones of 
fire. The solitary sentry pacing up and down on 
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his dangerons post, lookiog ont for enemies^ — ^now 
crouching down^ now erect^ then again watchful^ as 
he fancies he sees an enemy prowling at the dead 
hour of night. 

The sentry must watch, to see that no surprise is 
intended. His service is a dangerous one ; for he 
secures the safety of those untiring workers^ who 
are at no great distance carrying on their operations 
in the open space in front of the Great Bedan. The 
laboars of the party are watched by the quick- 
sighted Russians: the explosion of a great gun 
shows where the men are at work. 

Similar to this spöt of dangerous work is the ad- 
vance made on the Malakoff and the little Bedan. 
The Bussians come out^ and it requires all the skill, 
the courage, and the patience which has been exhi- 
bited by the old soldiers of the Allies to counteraet 
the effect of these Bussian sorties. 

The shades . of evening fell upon the scene of the 
Bedan on the 7th of September^ 1855^ as a groap 
of officers conversed together of the hope which now 
existed of their being able to distinguish themselves. 
Fred Gordon complimented the young fellows who 
had arrived only a few days previous with the 
draughts : it was a rare chance for such young re- 
eruits. 

During that day great activity had been visible 
amongst the staff of the various generals. It seemed 
as if a great anxiety and secret pre-occupation pre- 
vailed throughout the Allied army. Officers had 

F 
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been riding about in every direction ; soldiers were 
to be seen in groups^ oommenting upon the proba- 
bilities of the approaching assault. 

Fred Gordon bad just finished writing a long 
letter to bis aunt^ in high spirits^ expressing an 
ardent wisb for an opportunity to distingnisb him- 
self. He tfaanked ber for all ber kindness towards 
bim^ and told ber be entirely committed bis safety 
to an All-mercifdl Father^ and added^ ^' Gon per- 
mits US to be on tbe very verge of tbe precipice^ to 
remind us^ dear aunt^ of our own weakness; but 
never fartber tban tbe verge. Tbe restraining band 
and grace of Omnipotence is ready to rescue us, for 
tbe Lord upboldetb us always witb His rigbt band. 
Ab; Auntie 1 wbere would I bave been tbis day^ bad 
not God kept me by His power ? And if it sbould 
please Him to spare me in tbe figbt to-morrow, may 
I tbrougb life^ for tbe future, strive to realise tbe 
gracious influence of His ordinances^ communions, 
providential dispensations. Cburcb of tbe living 
God ! is not tbis one cause of tby deadness, tbat we 
never appreciate^ until on tbe eve of battle or some 
great trial, tbe influences of tbe Holy Ghost, and 
His ordinances are undervalued^ unsougbt?^^ He 
tben continued^ "To-morrow is anxiously looked 
for^ to end all suspense^ and to sbow wbetber Sebas- 
topol is to be ours or not/' 

Tbat nigbt passed away, and tbe moming of tbe 
ever-memorable 8tb of September^ 1855^ arrived at 
last. Tbe capture of tbe Malakoff^ and tbe failure 
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of the attack on the Redan and works on Careening 
Bay haye been too historically narrated to need 
repetition here. 

The contest at the Malakoff assumed a close and 
deadly aspect^ and the French, overpowered by a 
downfall of missiles^ were forced to draw back in the 
same way as oar stormers had retired from the 
Redan. A short time passed away. The French 
again rushed firmly to the assault^ and effected a 
lodgment in the central bastion, after a short and 
spirited combat. The French general rallied his 
men in the most gallant manner, and led them a 
second time to the assault. The second effort was 
as irresistible as the first ; and notwithstanding the 
gigantic force and e£Forts of the Russians, the French 
again made their way into the body of the work. 

The Malakoff was taken, — a compensation, it was 
thought, for the camage of that fearful day. That 
8th of September was a day of splendour for the 
arms of France, bat it is a matter of history. 

And the fearless, adventurous Fred Gordon, where 
was he? He had been slightly wounded in the 
arm at the beginning of the action, and again more 
severely in the thigh ; but had resolutely refdsed to 
listen to the solicitation of his friends to leave the 
ground. He persisted in rallying those young re- 
craits, a force undisciplined in military tactics, — 
mere boys, — who could not be expected to be so 
skilful and terrible in the use of fire-arms, or in a 
bayonet charge, as the old soldiers. Their front was 
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again and again mowed down like grassby the över- 
powering and unerring fire from behind the intrench- 
ments. The Russians could not have met the Eng- 
lish recruits in an open field^ where they would^ 
Diere boys as they were^ have emuiated the veterans 
of the war^ and given a similar reception to the foe 
as at Alma. Four times were the men under the 
eommand of Fred Gordon broken and driven back^ 
and as often rallied by his ardour and led again to 
the charge. 

Courage and perseverance were alike nsdess ; the 
camage grew more and more horrible, and at length 
the confusion became universal, — the infiuence of a 
contagious panie, and that mysterious sympathy 
which masters the skill of the veteran and the 
courage of the hero. 

Night fell on that scene of slaughter ; silence suc- 
ceeded to the roar of battle, and now and then a 
song of victory broke the stillness of the night, as 
the wind sighed a gentle murmur amongst the tents 
of the Allied camps. 

Midnight came, and the glaring flames from Se- 
bastopol proclaimed the Bussians vanquished and 
retreating. ' The ditch and ground in front of the 
Little Redan was covered with the slain, whose 
bodies were heaped on each other, as if the struggle 
had been continually renewed, and had been as in- 
cessantly repulsed. 

It is impossible to describe the encounter at the 
Redan. Sufficient is it to say that the killed and 
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wonnded on the ground amply bore out the truth of 
thq intensity of the straggle. 

After a time^ Captain Fred Gordon was found 
among the wounded. HU prayer had beea heard^ 
and he was spared, but with a most dangerotts 
wound above the knee; his leg was completely 
shattered: amputation must ensue^ or death was 
inevitable. 

Poor Fred I how he escaped with life he knew 
not. His patience under the extremity of the ope- 
ration and the fearful suffering^ the doctor considered 
most exemplary. The day on which he was wounded 
he wrote a most interesting letter to his aunt^ telling 
little or nothing of his own painful loss or endarance 
under the operation^ but entirely in praise of the 
dezterous skill of Doctor Marshall. For forty>four 
days and nights he remained on his back. He was 
removed to the Sanatorium at Balaclava^ and Fred 
there recovered so much in the pure air^ which he 
was so grateful to breathe again ; and he wrote that 
no words could convey the sensation of happiness 
when he first sat up for two hours ; but he was so 
tired^ that he went to sleep most soundly after it. 
At last^ when thought to be well enough to under- 
take the voyage^ he returned to England^ and ar- 
rived at the home of his aunt on the 19th December^ 
1855. 

Few of those who saw the young soldier attend 
the Cathedral^ to return heartfelt thanksgiving to 
Almighty Gon^ could refrain shedding a tear as he 
f2 
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passed down the chancel^ his Grimean growth of 
beard adding to his manly beattty, while the enitches 
showed his irreparable loss of limb. Yes, he went 
to that Gommunion table^ there to prove the sin* 
cerity of his prayer on the eve of battle. None 
could notice him anmoved by a tear^ as they thought 
of his shortened career as a soldier, — ^this brave hero 
of the Redan. 



^^And I told him to be an officer^ dear Miss 
Gordon. It is my doing. Oh ! how sorry I am 
that I ever uttered those few words \" said Mana 
Blachford. 

'' No, Maria ; it has been the will of the Almiohty^ 
and you were the instrument in His hand to lead 
Fred to choose the army; hut you say truly, 'Å 
Uttle word.may bring about a great result/'' 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

** God saTe our noble Queen, 
God saTe the Queen ; 

Send her yictorious, 

Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign oyer us, 
God save the Queen." 

Thb ceremony of laying the foundation stone of the 
Boyal Victoria Military Hospital^ in memory of the 
fallen heroes of the Grimea^ near Netley Abbey, 
Southampton^ may be noted as the inauguration of 
a new era in the administration of the British army. 
It will^ when finished^ be a military hospital worthy 
of England^ and to which Englishmen will point with 
pride and pleasure as a monument of England^s 
gratitude to her brave defenders who fell in the 
Crimea. 

This noble building when finished will fumish 
accommodation for a thousand sick and invalided 
officers and men^ and will likewise afford barrack 
room and conveniences for a thousand convalescents^ 
besides containing a museum^ an anatomical theatre^ 
chapel^ and other appurtenances. 

The loyal interest and enthusiasm which awaited 
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the Queen of England on the banks of Sonthamp- 
ton Water, can never be surpassed nor forgotten by 
those who witnessed the scene on Monday, May 19^ 
1856. Nor can Her Majesty have had, during her 
auspicious reign, a more pleasing testimony of the 
affection of her loyal people^ as they breathlessly 
watched her on this grand occasion. 

From Southampton and other towns in the county^ 
and its villages, poured forth thousands and thou- 
sands^ crowding to the glorious scene. Å healthier 
or more lovdy spöt could not have been selected. 
It is but a short distance from the ancient ruin of 
Netley Abbeyi the scenery round which oomprises 
wood^ water^ hill, and dale, with mansions on each 
bank of the Water. 

In a short space of time^ under the officer of the 
Boyal Engineers^ who bad the entire arrangement of 
the proceedings^ and whose urbanity of manner and 
kind oonsideration for every one^ added to the mas- 
ter-mind which directed every thing in so admirable 
a style^ called forth universal applause, an entire 
change had taken place in the immediåte vidnity 
of the field where the ceremony was to take place : 
roads were made and gravelled to a large extent ; 
paths made^ the table-land for the site cut and 
gravelled ; a royal pavilion erected ; tents put up ; 
and an immense range of dining tables, where the 
soldiers were to be regaled with the good fare of 
merry England. A picturesque crescent-shape erec^ 
tion of seats was raised directly opposite the site, in 
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the form of a festive amphitheatre, in tiers one 
above the other. 

Monday morning came, with clouded sky. How 

many anxious faces looked up at those ominous 

clouds ! fearful that for once^ when the Queen goes 

forth^ the weather would prove unfavoarable ; but it 

was not 80. The san broke through the clouds, 

which eleared away ; and with the exception of a 

slight shower in the early morning, shone brilliantly 

the entire day, lighting up the gandy coloured flags 

and streamers, as the summer breeze wafted them 

to and fro. And one by one the crowds left their 

homes. Nothipg could exceed the admirable ar- 

rangement of police, being stationed along the 

entire road from theferry at Southampton toNetley. 

Åt eight o^clock a.m., the concourse of persons 

foegan to arrive : 11,000 persons, foot passengers, 

were conveyed över the floating bridge that day, and 

400 vehides ; this was exclusively from Southampton 

and its west end : the roads in other directions were 

equally crowded. The scene along the road was a 

picture of cheerful happiness, the hurrying multi- 

tude all having a hopeful look. Feace and all its 

blessings seemed to pervade every one. 

Amongst that crowded throng, perhaps there was 
not a more deeply feeling heart on this joyous occa< 
sion than that of Maria Blaehford, as she also, accom- 
panied by her mother and Captain Fred Gordon, 
hurried on to Netley . She had a brother, Harry Blaeh- 
ford, he was a sick soldier, it might be for life, and 
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thus his sist^ fdt more than an ordinary degree of 
enthusiastic loyalty^ as she too hastened amongst the 
throDg to seeher beloved Queen testify her apprecia- 
tion of her army, and her affection for her soldiers. 
And Maria breathed a prayer that Victoria might 
never know a sorrow which the affection of her 
' people could not heal. And^ that while ever mind- 
ful and thankful in the midst of present mercies^ 
she might keep in view the crowning mercy of all^ 
the hope of at last sharing the reward parchased by 
our Lord and joining in the eternal ascription of 
praise. 

On^ on they all hurried. At last they came to the 
field ; and Mrs. Blachford met the Major of Engi- 
neers^ who most politely walked with her and pnt 
them in the partition for which she had received 
ticketSy immediately in front of the royal party. 
Oh ! what pen could attempt a description of the 
scene even before the arrival of the Queen ? The 
deep^ smooth^ transparent waters of that beautifol 
sea^ its banks always picturesque^ rich^ and verdant I 
The imagination startles the memoryas it vividly 
recalls the brilliant scene of that mild and calm 
summer moming. The soldiers of two of the best 
appointed regiments in the service^ the Hants mi- 
litia^ detachments of other militia regiments^ were 
arrayed under arms : while the hills prolonged and 
reverberated with the spirit-stirring and animated 
sounds of martial music : while the yachts glided 
ahead on the deep blue sea, as if self-moved^ like so 
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many white sea birds. The whole of the royal pro- 
cession were to land at a jetty erected for the occa- 
sion, within sight of the amphitheatre. 

Ås Maria Blachford stood on the front stage of 
the partition watching the water with intense in- 
terest^ anxious to catch the first sight of the royal 
yacht^ she saw a gentleman pass up the steps : in 
an instant she recollected the friend of her child- 
bood. Yes I it was Mortimer Stanhope : hut she 
dared not hope or suppose that he would remember 
her mother or her; years had passed away^ he 
bad last seen ber a little ehild^ bow sbould he 
remember ber I The memory of a child retains the 
image of one who bas been kind to it^ while the 
grown up person long since forgets. She tumed to 
Fred Gordon and saicT^ " Can that be the Earl of 
Brechin r 

" I have never seen bis Lordsbip/^ replied Fred, 
** and cannot tell you : but see^ he bas a står. Yes^ 
it must be Lord Brechin V* 

Maria tumed to notice the står, wben instant 
recognition foUowed ; he remembered the '^ soldier^s 
daugbter/^ and gave a cordial greeting. Maria then 
presented the young and handsome soldier^ as she 
saw the qnick glance of Lord Brechin rest upon 
the crutches. 

"Allow me to present to you, Lord Brechin, 
Captain Frederick (jordon, one of the beroes of the 
Redan.'' 

The Earl looked compassionately at the wounded 
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soldier^ and said in a gentle tones ^' What a fine 
young fellow I what an irreparable loss V' 

Mortimer Stanhope was now Earl of Brechin, and 
yet 80 thoroughly nnspoilt by the brilliant career 
through which he was passing^ that his universal 
meekness and charity^ his mild and amiable virtnes^ 
his freedom from vanity or self-coneeit^ hanghtiness 
or pride ; his gentle and unambitious manner, had 
won him the respect and esteem of the multitude^ 
who^ while they honoored him as the statesman^ emu* 
lated his virtaes as a man. AU around him felt his 
snpremacy^ and found themselves subject to the con» 
trol of his master mind. 

Maria Blachford saw him standing erect^ and she 
fdt overpowered with memories of the past^ as she 
watched the simple hut majestic gravity, Which, while 
it intimates to the mind a consciousness of 

** The rescued people*8 glad applause, 
The listening senate and the laws, 
Fixed by the oounsel of the patriot^s tongue ;" 

makes us sensible that meanwhile the patriot thinks 
not of himself^ feels no elation in his own glory, 
bnt is wholly absorbed in the strong interest of 
some momentons public event. 

While Maria gazed in silence npon the scene^ where 
the noblest monument of art and science was to be 
raised in majestic proportions as a tribute to the 
fallen, perhaps there was a sympathy in the thought, 
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for ColoDel Stanhope was also a fallen hero : be it as 
it may^ Lord Brechin recollected the friends of bis 
boyboodi and as be spöke to Maria, tbe man came 
forward to o£fer bis Lordsbip tbe programme. 
" Give me tbe prayer, I only want tbe prayer V 
In due time tbe royal yacbt arrived : Lord Brecbin 
left the partition. And Her Majesty appeared lean- 
ing on tbe arm of Prince Albert, and escorted by 
the Secretary of State for War, Lord Panmure, and 
a crowd of offieials : tbe youtbful royal family fol- 
lowed. 

Tbe area comprised six acres, in tbe centre of 
wbich was the scåffolding and sheara for snspending 
and lowering the stone, square and massive, and 
having the royal standard at tbe top, with tbe Britisb, 
Belgian, Prussian, and French flags at tbe comers. 
There was a stage covered with crimson cloth a few 
feet above tbe level of the ground, in wbich those 
taking part in tbe ceremonial of tbe day were to 
stånd : in a lower space, three feet deep and six- 
teen square, was the place for tbe reception of the 
stone, the under one being in its place, and tbe 
other hung up a few feet by tbe tackle. In tbis 
lower space were the chairs and table for tbe Queen 
and her Boyal Gonsort. In the lower stone was a 
small hoUow, cut for the reception of the coins, 
wbich it is usualto place there. On tbe upper 
foundation stone was a solid brass plate on wbich 
was deeply cut the foUowing inscription: "Tbis 
stone was laid 19th May, in the year of our Lobd 

6 
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1856, by Her Most Gracious Majesty, Victoria, 
Queen of Great Britain, and to be tbie foundation- 
stone of Victoria Military Hospital, intended for 
the reception of the sick and invalided soldier» of 
her Army." 

The scenic effect, taken as a whole, as the royal 
procession emerged from the crowd on the lower 
ground towards the stone, was a splendid sight, 
never to be forgotten, and impossible to describe. 
The glorious sunshine, the deep blue sea, the far 
off forest, the green slopes, the gay flags, the red 
gravelled area, the bright and attractive uniforms of 
the military, the fire^-arms raised in salute, the de- 
lighted multitude, the enthusiastic feeling of loyalty 
visible in every face, the charming view, the yachts 
on the water ; and then that soul-stirring, universal 
burst of loyal applause,— ^the breathless suspense 
succeeding this loyal cheer, as the eyes of thousands 
watched their beloved Queen take the copper box 
prepared for the purpose, containing the coins and 
medals, a cross, and the vellum docoment recording 
the laying of the foundation-stone. Her Majesty 
then received the glittering trowel, read the inscrip- 
tion which testified the date and purpose of the 
building, proceeded to spread the mörtar on the 
stone which covered the niche, the upper stone was 
lowered, the Qaeen taking the plummet rule to 
ascertain its correctness of position, struck the mäss 
thrice with a mallet, and then in her own peculiar 
voice, and that smile glowing on her brow which 
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the heart worships^ she declared it " wdl and tmly 
fixed/' 

Ås the fint blow was sträck the troops all again 
presented arms^ the bands played '^Oon save the 
Qaeen/^ the gun-boats gave out theii: joyons salute, 
which would penetrate far över the waters, pro- 
claiming to the world that the foundation-stone of 
England^s monument, the Victoria Military Hospital 
was laid. 

Lord Panmure then announced that the Qneen 
was pleased to sanction the name of the hospital. 

The Bishop of Winchester read, in a slow and 
impressive tone the following prayers, the gun-boats 
firing minute-guns the while. 

^'Prevent us, O Lobd, in all our doings, with 
Thy most gracious favour, and further us with Thy 
continual help ; that in all our works begun, con- 
tinued, and ended in Thee, we may gloniy Thy 
holy Name, and finally, by Thy mercy, obtain ever- 
lasting life, through Jbsus Ghrist our Lobd. 
Amen. 

" O LoBD our God, Who hast taught us in Thy 
holy Word, that except Thou build the house, their 
labour is but löst that build it ; grant Thy blessing, 
we beseech Thee, to this our undertaking, and pros- 
per the work of our hands upon us. Be Thou 
gracious, O Lobd, unto such as hereafter shall be 
the inmates of this house of healing ; make them 
not afraid for the pestilence that walketh in dark- 
ness, nor for the sickness that destroyeth in the 
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noonday ; give Thy ängels chsi^ över them to keep 
them in all their ways ; hear them when they call 
upon Tbee ; yea, be Thou with them in all their 
trouble, in the day of sickness^ and in the hour of 
death : deliver them^ and show them Thy salvation. 
Orant^ finally^ that all they to whom Thou shalt see 
fit to restore the blesding of health^ may pass the 
rest of their lives with thankful hearts and a loyal 
spirit^ and ever be devoutly given to serve Thea in 
good worksy to the glory of Thy Name» through 
Jesus Ghbist oar Lokd. Amen. 

'^The peace of Oon^ which passeth all under- 
standing^ keep your hearts and minds in the know- 
ledge and love of God^ and of His Son Jesus 
Ch&ist our Lord : and the blessing of God A1- 
mighty^ the Fatheb^ the Son, and the Holy 
Ghost, be amongst you, and remain with you always. 
Amen/' 

The choristers from Winchester cathedral, at the 
conclusion of the prayer, chanted the lOOth Psalmi 
arranged by Dr. Wesley ezpressly for the occasion. 

The Queen then proceeded to the pavilion, and 
after partaking of luncheon^ went to see the soldiers 
at dinner^ and shortly after embarked for Osbome. 

Who that witnessed this first state festivity since 
peace has been proclaimed, could fail to utter a heart- 
felt prayer of thanksgiving to Almighty God, for the 
blessing of peace, and to contrast with that tranquil 
scene the horrors of bloodshed ? 

Maria Blitchford seemed to see the youthful form 
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of her brother Harry rise before her^ skimming far 
ahead in his career^ his true chivalry^ bis meek 
bearing of the bighest facalties^ bis generosity, bis 
talents^ bis tbirst for bonoarable distinction^ and bis 
untimely fall. And sbe breatbed a beart prayer as 
ber eye gazed on tbe scene before ber. 

" Ere I go from tbis brigbt scene to mingle witb 
tbe world^ give me to feel^ O Lord^ tbat I am not 
of ity but bom from above^ and for above; and 
eberisbing more and more of a pilgrim spirit^ may 
my prayer and watebword be^ I desire a better 
country. Wben tbe world is brigbt, may I rest 
upon Tbee, and seek even at tbis moment tbat Tboa 
wilt sanctify my prosperity. Wben tbe wilderness is 
dreary, and tbe way dark, do Tbou ballow adversity. 
Wben friends are removed, may I feel tbat I bave 
One left more faitbful tban tbe best of eartbly 
friends; and wben deatb comes, and tbe pilgrim 
warfare ceases, looking to and leaning only on Tbee, 
may I enter Tbine everlasting rest/' 
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